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Abstract
Marjorie Silverseed, wed to a wizard and mother of eight, lives at the foot of Juniper Hill.
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Szeftel: <i>Juniper Hill</i>: Continued

JUNJ[JPJEJll Jt-j[JCJLJL
by Tatiana Szeftel
it was ce.l.led (that being what
the ·common people drank with .
their meals) the actual b~veraRe
was steaming elderberry wine,
ladled by Lady Margaret from
the cauldron on the hearth
Marjorie ~ilverseed,
into sme.11 decorated mugs and
ved to a wizard and mother
sipped genteely between nibbles
ot ei~ht, lives at the foot
of bread and honey, currant
ot Juniper Hill. One evening
buns and the queen's ovn saedbefore departing for places
cake. Blianora was much acunknovn, the wizard leaves
claimed for her baking, though
a spell for each child--a
·she had done little of it since
mahical sneeze, to be given
her marriage. Queens in Southon the ei~hteenth birthday.
marsh were not expected to
Nicholas tiilverseed, the
perform menial tasks, and many
oldest boy, will be eighte~n
of the lords and ladies
in a few days, and he hurries
frovned upon Elianora's activhome through the countryside
ities in the royal kitchens.
of the Kin~dom of tiouthmarsh.
She, however, the heiress of
~;eanwhile •••
a small Duchy to the East,
bad been raised in a country
manor and bred to industrious~
our o'clock had tolled from ness, so seedcake continued to
appear at the Queen's Tea, and
Thornybrooke Castle tower:
]~ tea-time for most folk, and blackberry tarts in the great
hall at dinner, as well as
a rather more important ceremony for the kin>r. His Majesty embroidered seat covers in the
King's chambers, for the Queen
~obias th• Fifth, King of
was also'skillful with her
douthmarsh, re~oved his scarneedle. All in all she kept
let-slippered feet f:-om their
herself at least as busy as
plu~ velvet footstool and
her husband.
signalled the nearest guards
to send away those that still
She sat now in the carved
lingered at the great ball
oak seat by the window, her
doors. Audiences were ended
calm, cool face inclined over
for the day, and he now preher embroidery. Her ladies
pared to maKe his visit to the
chattered gaily by the hearth,
royal countinghouse, where he
for though their mistress
would remain closeted for one
considered fires in March an
hour among the coffers of
unnecessary luxury, they were
coins, gems and other treasures, glad enou~h of the warmth
stacKin~ the gold and silver
themselves. This was their
into neat piles, and attending
one hour of freedom to gossip,
to the accounts of the realm.
as the ~ueen also disapproved
This custom had been estabof this most innocent and delished three generations
lightful pastime, and the
earlier by King Reginald Girth- ladies were not wasting the
buckle, or more accurately by
precious mcments in silence,
bis queen, who had encouraged
except to sip at their wine
him to replace his afternoon
between secrets.
tea (at which he was given to
fY.'.&t3
overeating) with a more constructive occupation, thus
?\\djoining the Queen's apartproviding the kingdom with an
.J-1\s-ents in the North Tower,
excellent financial system,
the princess Clarissa ~as
and its ruler with a relatively locked in her room. Her empainless diet.
As Reginald's
broidery had progressed only
descendants had all proved his
negligibly during the past
equal in corpulence, and all
veeks, and she had been banned
had competent and solicitous
from tea until her piece should
wives, the habit had become a
be completed.
Skipping tea
tradition and was now inviolwas no hardship for Clarissa,
able, though not, perhaps,
who had plenty of friends in
without private regrets on the
the kitchen, but she would
part of King Toby.
much rather have spent tbe
time in the stables or the
n the chambers of ~ueen Elia- garden, and she dreaded her
nora quite a different scene mother's scrutiny of her handiwas taking place.
Before a
work at the end of the allotfragrant fire of apple wood,
ted hour. Clarissa hated
well replenished against the
embroidering.
She also hated
biting Ma.rch air, her Maje~ty
weaving, lute-playing (though
the ~ueen of Southmarsh preshe liked to listen), holding
pared to take tea with her
her back straight, and being
ladies-in-waiting. Though "tea" announced at balls, Which she
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was now old enou~h to attend,
being sixteen years old and
of "marriageable age."
MarClarissa was sure
riageable!
she would hate marria~e even
more than holding her back
straic;ht. tlone of the dukes,
knights and princes that her
mother considered "suitable"
at all suited Clarissa; either
they bored her with long tales
of their exploits, or they
sickened her with flowery
speeches, or they infuriated
her with attitudes of cold,
polite respect. There had
even been one who had fri~htened her:
a great brute of a
man with wild shag~J hair and
fleshing eyes from beyond the
Overmoors. Clarissa had considered marrying him, since
she thought she would rather
be intimidated than bored,
sickened or enra~ed, and had
almost made uo her mind to
accept his proposal when her
father had sent him away,
declaring with a roar that he
was an "unsuitable" match
after overhearing a remark
by the Moor Lord that Clarissa
had thought screamingly funny.
So she had been stuck with the
others a~ain. She hung out of
the window now, heedless of
the wind tearing at ner carefully ordered hair, and wished
she were riding through the
Overmoors with the Moor Lord,
or better still, without him.
Away in the distance she could
see the first hills of the
South Moors rolling West toward the Windrush River; to
her right lay the encircling
arm of the Thorn Wood, a mass
of dark green and shadows
beneath the cloudy sky.
Clarissa wondered if anybody
lived in the Thorn Wood, and
what they were like, and whether she would see them when
she finally rode out tr.e
castle gates and over the
Castletown Bridge to her new
home, South, East or North.
She sighed and turned back to
her embroidery, which lay on
the window seat beneath a heap
or tangled silk threads.
Clarissa had allowed her kitten Mu.ffins ·to romp among the
skeins today, and there was a
knot in the green silk that
she would need to use next.
She picked at it half-heartedly
and in a sudden flash of defiance threw the strands into
the fire. She would pretend~
headache when her mother came
to examine her work, and
wheedle fresh silk from her
nurse Juliana after dinner.
Meanwhile there was stjll
dinner itself to be endured:

/l•Jf!.:L
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the Grand Duke of Walton Wold
would present himself as a
suitor this evening.
She
frowned, biting her nails.
How could she manage to have
dinner sent up to her room?
She could not maintain the
earlier headache,
for her
mother would send her to bed
early and make her take gruel,
both of which Clarissa disliked.
Sesides, she was hungry.
No,
she would have to make the
best of it.
Hearing her
Dother's ladies in the passage,
she smoothed her hair, scooped
up Mu!tins and arranged b~rself languidly in the chair
aearest the fire, with her embroidery on her lap.
As she
closed her eyes she hea.rd the
ioor open, and Lady Margaret's
voice hushing the others.
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"She's asleep, dear lamb,"
said Lady Margaret, to whom
Clarissa was still a child.
"Look at the pair of them.
Precious,
aren't they."
"Asleep,
at this hour?"
came her mother's
voice.
"Nonsense.
She baa her father's temper and her father's
ways, though thank goodness
she has my looks; and his
Majesty never sleeps on an
empty stomach.
Clarissa!"
Clarissa opened her eyes
slowly, blinked, and focussed
on her mother.
"Oh, madam!" she exclaimed, feigning surprise,
"I beg your pardon."
She rose, leaning on the
arm of her chair·, and curtseyed.
Her mother surveyed her cold.ly.

77

"I am somewhat faint,"
apologized Clarissa. "The
beat of the fire-"
"Tlle beat of the fire
and your dislike of needlework have conspired to give
you a headache," nodded the
Queen. "Tbough doubtless
you will be feeling much
better ere dinnertime. Let
me see your piece."
She took up the square
of linen and scrutinized it.
"Not a stitch, I see,"
she remarked, tossing the
material back on the chair.
"I am sorry your health is
so poor. Juliana will administer a potion before you
descend this evening:
I
bo~e that will improve yo~
spirits. Juliana," she said
I

·i 1 o
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aottl7.
"Yes• but I have a feel in' that he's
havin' himself quite a good tinie."
Mr. Kern
looked at his wife.
She looked up at him
~He said something about being
surprised.
the Prince of Skul Skerrie."

you in charge of it.
You may have the mare
if you want her and Elroy and Leroy.
I must
go back to the sea now; my time is almost up.
I've spent cost of it roaming the hills."
"Why, Georr:e Fiefield, where have you
been?"
Mrs. Kern cried as she came from
behind the barn.
"Little Mary has been over
to see us askini;.: if we've seen you."
Georr,e be~an to feel as it
."l must [!:O."

isn't

eur-mns; to the nurse, "see
that her ~i~hness does not
overeat at dinner; I would
not wish her to suffer from
indiv.estion as well as from
headache.
Until later, Clarissa."
"Until later, madam,"
murmured Clarissa, curtseyin[!:
a~ain as her mother swept out
the door, and oaking a face
as it clicked shut.
o. she was to have one of
her nurse's awful potions,
and on top of that, she
would not be allowed to eat
properly! Clarissa had a
hearty appetite, which the
queen considered unladylike.
and as a result it seemed to
the princess as if she were
always hungry. Today her
friends in the kitchen had
all gone off to the fair in
Castletown, so she had had
no snack at tea-time. and her
stomach was beginning to
growl, with little hope
ahead of her being able to
comfort it. Was it really
more ladylike to have a
growly stomach than to eat
a big meal? Clarissa didn't
think so. She picked up
Muffins with another deep
sigh and followed her nurse
into the sitting room of her
chambers where the potions
were kept.

§

only a legend.

EPILOG
.@"oon after Geor1Ze and Ghorala were
.lg)married and even today they rule the
North Sea, and they are wise and just
rulers. As for Prade, he's still
diving around in Loch Ness, looking for
some sort of treasure to sleep on, and the
bottom.

l
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~())ut the traveller to AppleJ())cote this night was neither
weary nor afraid. and he
whistled as his pony plodded
Thorn Brook foamed swiftly
onwards toward hom~. He would
under the bridge of'Castlenot reach Knobbles until totown, swirled about the
morrow noon, nor Juniper Hill
stone pillars below gnarled,
till close on sunset, but his
jostling houses sleepy with
pockets were full of copper
lamp[!:low and the warm scents
coins, his wallet of bread and
of kitchens, snickered at
sausage, and his heart of high
the placid mullioned panes as
spirits, for he h~d sold all
it scurried toward the farof his wares at the Castletown
off sands. Secret noises
Fair, and his mother would be
woke in the woods and fields,
well pleased. He was a farmer
rustling the sun away from its
and woodcarver. his name was
last farewells to tree and
Nicholas Silverseed, and he
tile; the watchmen, warned,
would be eighteen years old
chased the last merrymakers
the day after tomorrow. In
out of the marketplace, now
half an hour he would turn off
littered from the day's
the road, tie up the pony and
festivities, and fastened
roll himself in his cloak for
shut the gates at the town's
the night, but the first stars
outer end, barring strangers
had peeked out to grin at him,
and shadows from King Toby's
and there was a sharp rind of
bridge. Along the parapets
small lanterns swung, reflected moon daring him to entertain
it. Nicholas smiled a secret
in the darkening water, to
smile and accepted the challight the way to the castle
lenge with ~lee, for next to
for any late-riding ~essenger.
Martin and Oliver Gill he
The outward road to Kettle- Old
was the best rhymer and riddler
ford lay dim in the March
from Candlewick to the ·rhreetwilight; no lamps lit the
ding
Downs, and he would make
stones and holes for horses
that shining crescent so drunk
here. The little paths to
with laughter that it would
Applecote and Meadowgarth were
half an hour early. He
darker still• hed~ed round w~th set
paused for a few moments,
hawthorn, bramble, whitethortt
collecting his thoughts, and
higher than a pony's head;
then began to rhyme, improbeyond them, farms lay snugvising on an old tale according
gled in the hollows and the
to custom. The song was a
cloughs. breathing tame assursimple one, nothing so witty
ances of dung and firelight,
as those he had composed for
bolsters and thatching, to
the four feast tourneys in
tired and lonely travellers.
Knobbles, nor even as those
eyond the grounds of the

royal residence, lights
]B were
pricking in the dusk.
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that's

"We' 11 never knov , I giaas • " He put
his wool cap on , "But , now I think it's
time to r:et the herd in."
They walked back to the farm. each deep
in his own thou~hts.

he was chokini;.
"Hold him back, Frances," Mr. Kern
called to his wife. "He thinks he can live
in the water."
·
~r. Kern r,rnbbed Geor~e's arm as he
:.ried to run for the path down to the beach.
"No, let f;O," Geoz-ge r,asped.
He was
suffocatin~ on the land.
Pulling with all
his r:iL~ht he tore loose and ran down to the
sea.
~~r. and !-:rs. Kern and the two dogs
raced dovn after him. "Goodbye forever,"
~eo~ce called back, "I've ~ot to go now."
"ho1 lad, ~·ou're
sick."
Mr. Kern
pulled his cloak as they stru1Z~led in the
sur r , "Why, your cloak's not getting wet,"
~r. Kern realized.
Geor;.e tora away and dove into the waves
to meet Shadow~lass.
The Kerns stood staring
at the incomini:-: sea for quite some time.
'"He's irone now, " Mrs. Kern said very

Blackbird Pie
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them on their back aeata
Ob the wailing that echoed
trom that tin;r •hoe
could be heard trom the aanda
to the Mountain• ot Roo
The neighbors threw pana to
d.rowu out the aad aound
ao •h• bought the bairn• gruel
and !ed them all 'round
Then tbe;r all vent to aleep,
and they snored the night
through,
which ia what it ia time tor
Nog and me to do.
.
"Ian't it, Noggin,"
jawned Nicholas, guiding bia
pony toward the edge ot the
road. He bad spied a thicket
just behind the hedge that
would giYe them ample shelter.
The moon rocked gently overhead, waving him good night
and thanking him for the
amusement, though they both
knew she had hea.rd tar better
trom him at the Three-Gold

he amused his brothers and
aisters with on winter nigbta,
but it would serve to aet the
moon laughing and his pon:r
yawning be!ore they halted
in some covert to sleep.
There vas an old dame·,
it the ta.lea be true,

vho raised all her children
inside o! a shoe
So many there were, and
the shoe so small
that she slept on the doorstep
to watch them all
For the lads lay outside, and
the bairns in the toe
and the maids crowded all round
the heel in a rov
With three kittens between them
to keep them warm
and Jumper the collie
to guard them !rom harm
The bairns would all cry
!or they'd nothing to eat
and the old dame would slipper

Feaat las~ autwan, vhen Old
Martin had been too ill with
-the gout to compete, and
~icholaa had won the purae
from Oliver in a tour-hour
battle that he still gloved
~or.member.
He slanted a
halt-smile up at her aa Noggin
ambled beneath the shadows o!
the thicket; ahe had been a
good audience, and he had not
tried very hard to please her.
Be would give her a better
per!ormance at the Seedbloaaom
~ing come April. He reined
~oggin to a halt, slid to the
~round, !lung the reins about
~he nearest overhanging branch
•nd tumbled onto the carpet
ot leaf-mold, rolling his
~loalc about him. He sighed
once, snuggled deeper among
~he woollen !olds ••• He was
asleep.
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SMAUG BY DORIS ROBIN

ANSWER TO NARNIAN
CROSSWORD PUZZLE

Deep in doomed dwarf tomb
Coiled scarlet weaves jewels and gold
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Dark - but for fitful fires
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Red Smaug savors doings of old.
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Deep the dragon's drawn heart
Obsessed dreams of his cursed trove
And ever the fey Arkenstone
Through mind beguilingly wove.

0

Deep the dwarves direful thoughts

D

Ponder vengeance and treasure returned

L
Far mem'ry of fateful event
Unavenged in their honor is burned.
Deep desolation now lies
On

N '£15

the ~ld and great hall once of Thrain

Unhindered Smaug rules his court
Will

dwarf ever delve there again?
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